in charge of the tea and coffee that they were of the great
world, the woman a duchess by virtue of her marriage to
the dark, sallow man who was of the Spanish nobility.
They were rich enough, we were told, to have travelled in
a 'plane of their own. We hated them so much that we
sent the man away to get more tea to avoid hearing stories
of their wealth and estates. We were seated there, grouped
in misery, when we heard a sudden outburst of angry
voices, shrill cries of abuse in French and English, and wild
peals of childish lamentation. The whole party re-
appeared ; they were dripping with wet, Madame had lost
the silk scarf tied around her head, two of the children had
lost their hats, the young man was ghastly with fury.
They found the departure officer, who had the appearance
of being a somewhat haughty official, and they com-
menced to belabour him with abuse. I think for the first
time in that building we permitted ourselves to smile.
We felt somehow that we were getting a little of our own
back. And then suddenly the unexpected, joyous happen-
ing arrived. Madame la Duchesse, as her maid called her,
apparently said one word too much. The departure
officer, who had been all courtesy for some few minutes,
turned his back upon the whole party and he strode up to
where we were cowering over the stove.

" Monsieur Phillips Oppenheim," he said, addressing
me.

" Are you prepared to depart ? "
" We are ready and very much prepared to depart,"
I assured him.
He calmly handed me my passport, my wife hers,
and my maid hers.
" Straight down the gallery in front," he said, motion-
ing to two of the porters. " The men will follow you
with your bags/'
We could scarcely believe it, but those words drove us
like the lash of a whip* We staggered along until when
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